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Letter and Boem 


"T wish I could have been the one to answer her letters; that wovld have 
become an ascehsion into heev en, without blushing, in full sight of 


everybody. How -we would have loved each other face to face." 


RILKE 


"I wish I could have been the one to answer your letter s; that would 


have become ....." 


i) 


LETTER AND POM = ——  C//NC_ 


I think of you in your room writing. That little room in the 
bewels of the old tenement you both love and hate, Cam I expect 
a letter from you soon? Or is ita poem you're writing? Have 
you noticed how seldom we write poems nowadays? Of course you'll 
have your chance later on, For me it's finished, ALL my poems 
are now behind me. 


I am with you there as you write. You are with me here as I die. 
I have you here close beside me. There is no need for you to come 
running. You will not find me in any deeper sense than you have 
found me already. 


I read your letters over and over and never fail to find you 
there, Ani I feel pretty sure that even if I could struggle out 
of this sick bed and make my way to that dark city where you 
dwell - I should most likely miss you there, 


So you choose to be angry. I can feel it welling up in you. You 
are angry because you have convinced yourself that they are 
secretly laughing - secretly rejoicing in my death. These others, 
the strangers with hard, cold stares, these men with coarse, 
bullying ways, the destroyers of all love, all softness, all 
poetry. Maybe they are laughing at me. This nimny. th, it's 

not the way I would have wanted it. But it's all that is possible 
in the circumstances, If they laugh and rejoice the fault is ours, 
if fault there be. The blame is ours if any one's to blame. | 


See how people say one 'makes' a friend. he doesn't 'taket nor 
is one 'given' a friend. (he ‘makes! a friend. These others, the 
men with loud voices, they offer the same material for friendship 
as youand I, The failure was ours. We failed to make what we 
should have made out of them. We mustn't blame the others for a” 
failure which was altogether our own, 


We know all this. We know everything. It is there inthe ordinary 
language we use every day. 


We who made each other. It's only right that we should possess 

to the end the things we create. We created ome another. We built 
each other out of a dream ~ a dream of poetry. We pieced together 
the image of a friend in a bundle of letters, 


Who are we, indeed, you and I? Where do we begin and end if not 
here, with the first and the last letter? 
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I knew 


the letters would make an awkward bundle 
one day for one of us. 


If the man you dug_up in me were available 
there'd be a simple solution. 
But he died with you, old son, didn't he? 


(Gh, the dead may possess the dream still: 
it's the living who lose.) 


This awkward customer I'm now landed with 
only smiles. 3 
Is it my lack of faith? 


I keep saying things like 
We should never try turning people into poems, 
people make very imperfect poems, 


And with you smiling like that I can't mke out 
whether or not you're in agreement with me 
as I flick through the bundle, 


this awkward bundle, 
unable to decide. 
Should I write one last letter? 


Write one last letter and move on? 
OG should I 
return to the bundle and rewrite the whole damn lot 


only make you different this time 
make you more in the imge of this awkward angel 
I have on my hands? 
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The building you were born im they tore down. 
But derelict now, They atole the name your street had, 


on a 


you who kmew the changelessness of change 


The close you took me to that might 
but would mot emter after all those years, 
the night we stood abd watched the lighted windar - 
for people lived there evem then, where you drew breath 
= - the lighted window which 
a boy once waited for a whole long night in vain - 
mod gone. 


Today I read your letters, Sanetimes I go 
To trace the lines of thet old tenement. 


Ho good. In the changelessmess of pase I: become your 


the boy who waited for the buming mantle 
waits again. 


bard things soft 


that's me 
the dominie 


a hotpot you are 
te my spoon 

and who ever heard 
of a hotpot 
steering 

@ spoon? 


or after a 
formula 
that you well know 


I RULE 
aK 


think of me 
as pastry chef 
and of yourselves 


as the little blackbirds 
i bake 
ina pie 


1 do not myself 
eat ple 

(or very seldom 
and then only 

a minute portion) 


no no 
the ples 1 bake 
the STATE eats 
eats 

nothing but 


i fear 


1 sometimes think 
if it were not 
for me 

the dominie 

the STATE 

might 

easily 

die 
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fey, aequbseg 


auld Ex-Cooncillor Wi a Guid 
Few In Hin 


Fuir Glesea, blitzt an skrucken, did you say? 
Weill, r 


To whit we wur: this ujsome toun 


yuir hairns 2 wee, cast yuir synd back 


The cancer crowth, sae-caad o Bolitho. 

sou oynd o that. It wuwis nse canard, tho 
icht hes cien wir fling 

To hoosin plans tie cooneil huid in haun 

Frojecks taith practical and veesionarie 

(3ut Tnclis wien they traik on frenit grun 


18 een for niething cuid, 's plegue or ruin). 


Tuink o the citie that bleesed up wi luclean 
Sryin for daith to the rule o Jowd 

«n the ¢load o revolution owre the Clyde 

fo sweep awa poortith cn ~overnnent: 


aye we wur seick that dey, aa us 
we ‘3 


“i the ~vuid o Glesca tapssist in wir thocht, 
The “ereantile citie sar excellence: 

set we won back wir pouer at the lust 
iaclean we buriet an the lave we bocht, 
Piores o the comion tan 

their traitorie dowsed ca they fires 


since in oor pey sn denecin tee oor tune. 


«=n yon dozenerate pout wha wrote a buitc 

Syne Groont hissel in the Clyde but mane too suin 
ae senner o inicuitie lat oot 

0' brothels, shebeens, razor ‘cings an sic 
garsteric plunderins an bricsancie 


«° braith is sweert to lowse apo the luss - 


Ti 


(than jyle wuis jyle an no « laucht-xt hyse) 


e rope, the cat an Captain Sillitoe 


ouplit wi cooncil plans to extirpate 

sucht sluis aist veugcable for fechts an noise, 
Tounheid, rlantation, Govan, anderston, 

The Gorti1ls, Calton, Brizton, Gerseube Road, 


Bait +o thee ploys. 


“vhaur's chersikter? vhaur's grace o livin janet" 


certie! Hou thae fashions brank an birl! 


Is it models or single-ends you'd hae? 
Tuan we luid chercister to droon aa clse 
+e stude conte mit afore aa the warls 

vur the citie o dreefu sichts, the hain 
O' ca perversitie an blicht. » fig 
Por ae yuir cheraixter un crace! 


lneIntosh - svidsakes! 


seack Thompson, Renr 


id ene derg: to claucht this toun 


Tie cooneil ty 
fae thirldon to its win deur’: hert: 


we wor the super-cgo o ° place 


an clourin o this toun wuis conscience wark: 


To reid-oot senseless fovk wi fousoze veys, 
The sctichers, liwyaws, acthylatit er;les, 


To wasit awa reek o scelcrtries. 


Gloscs ubtit-oot an clean, 

The wheels o Goterce rinnin swift «n free, 
The tourin office vlock, the otorweay, 
anes the people herdit oot to schenes 
Uaill riffraff populations simmtit aff 

To shettoes at the fam pereeneter, 


Tint wais wir plan, the frovost's eydent 7 


a citie wi the warkers oot o sicht! 


You dinns like it’ People coont, you say? 
Wheesht, man, we've trained the dug to bark, 
since in five years he does his wee bit trick, 
Gey pleased to dae it, con never failed us yit. 


a 


Here's to jou, an God bless denzocracy! 


Darquhar .icLay 

6, Balvicar Drive 
quecnspork 

Glescow G42 O46 


Pecking Order 


uzz people caw 

like pyrhocorax graculus 
or chough 

what time the passerines 
out to purchase 

diddled are 


sold 

a pretty lie 

some old crow 

(a dominie mae doot) 
erected high 

svelte youth 

to fatten 


a not unpleasant confine 
mind you 

there 

in the lie 


if you're amenable 


and if not 

probably you 

aren't really any good 
anyway 


a deliberate mishearer 
more than likely 

for when the dominile said 
authority's a fire 

hug close the cheery glow 


you gay he said 
authority's a liar 
& rag to scare a crow 


and minatory visage 

being old bat 

they dimpled it 

fat amiles and belly laughs 
guess who 


this passenentrie 

of silver buttons 

badges (split sms 

these did for crows 

that bought the lie) 
notebook pencil radio and 
stick 


seen 
in its birthday suit 
would melt our flinty hearts 


yes usz who 

bent down for it 
licked dirt for it 
spilt blood for it 


for seen 

in its birthday suit 
@ crow wouldn't 

shit on it 


Farquhar liclay 

6, Balvicar Drive 
que. nspark 

Glasgow G42 qs 


